CHAPTER III
The Finding of the Elixir
ONE MORNING Weary Mac had great luck. He was
down at the School talking about horses to Garratty,
the pathology porter, when the postman began to
stuff the letter-box with the usual dozens of medical
circulars. The porter scanned them with an experi-
enced eye and selected a few letters from the bundle
of halfpenny-stamped Cure-alls.
^ " If a fellow could find out what to do with this
kind of stuff, he'd make a fortune," said Garratty.
" They won't even light the stove." He tore off an
outer envelope and selected a more or less combustible
page to light his pipe. The cover caught Weary's
eye. It depicted a most depressing sight. The
colour scheme was dark blue, but not so dark that
you couldn't see a window half open, and through it
half an individual with a livid countenance, peering
into what was meant to be the ambrosial night, for
a crescent moon swam in the top right-hand corner.
Under the friendly silence of the moon all was calm
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